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no accident; they were rather a consecration, the deed of a
good landlord testifying like so many of his kind to the tradi-
tions of his forefathers.

Minds sensitive to our country's stature in history are aware
that the best work of the poets forms a consonance with this
co-operating genius. In this subtle unity Is a glory which Is
not equalled elsewhere in the world; and the demand for pre-
servation is more urgent than a mere sentiment: national and
spiritual life may perish If the vision facie that made It illus-
trious. In moments of despondency at the swift march of a
corrugated, alien progress It is to that vision we turn In hope
that It will yet triumph. A superiority to a ccpretty pas-
toralism" betrays bluntness both to the nature of poetry and
to the nature of man. The glory in the grass Is an ever-present
theme and a continual refreshment In English verse. From
the reaches of thought and the rich incantations of poetry and
prose,, all the subtle-knit elements of that true civilisation
which dwells in the mind and In the heart, or dwells nowhere,
how much Is due to simple love of this green earth?

To speculate upon what the poets have sung of our real
wealth may help to prepare the plans of a better state* As
much as the beauty of their setting do the musical associations,
with their spirit lore and earth lore, make magic of the names
of Tavistock, Dean Prior,, Ottery St Mary, Bideford and
Barnstaple. To hear them Is to hear the bells beyond; to be
dull to their appeal may "ring the bells backward". Asphalt
and corrugation may march in conquest till what once was
Devon turns its pitiful, blind face to the sun.   If this is pro-
gress, who shall "beat the drums for a retreat" ? We may yet
be driven to the practical sanity of the poets.   In a literary
annotation to this classification of endangered beauty spots It
may seem to some a questionable reversal of the common view
of practicalities to think immediately of Coleridge, chief of
Devon's poets, whose impressionable childhood was spent at
Ottery St Mary; but it is not too romantic a fancy to see the
impulses of early days rustling through his mind In that small